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d Cairo, Chesterton's rhyme drummed through my head: ?he night we went to Bannockburn by way of Brighton 2r." It was tempting to parody, as I followed
A reeling road, a rolling road that rambled round afar And after him the cables ran, the censor and P.R. A merry road, a mazy road across the board of chess The night we went to Napoli by way of Inverness.t ill. All this lasted eight hours. Then at last a human wreck, clutching bags of oranges, bananas and other unknown fruits, slithered out of the flying coffin on to the ice of an English airfield. This sort of thing happened many times and I give this as one sample.
